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            For Charlotte

            Nothing makes me happier than raising you in my magical, ghostly world. I love you and I can’t wait to read your book one day.

             

            And for Mom

            I miss you constantly. I can say with certainty you’re the ghost I wish I’d find more than any other.
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            Introduction

            Welcome to the Strange Side

         

         If you had told me one day there would be a drinking game devoted to every time I got a swear word bleeped out on television, I would have told you that you were f***ing crazy. And yet, here we are.

         You might recognize me from Kindred Spirits, or from Ghost Hunters, or from lots of weird and fun paranormal events all over the country. But what you probably don’t realize is that I know a lot less about the afterlife than I did when I began investigating and researching unexplained phenomena. I started out with a very distinct idea of what I believed, and what I thought ghosts and spirits were. The more I learned, the more I realized I have no idea.

         So when I say this book is “thirteen truths” about the afterlife, what I really mean is these are thirteen different ways of learning about ghosts and the paranormal, of opening your mind to new possibilities, of challenging your expectations, and of considering other perspectives and new ideas. The very nature of paranormal investigation prevents us from having any answers to the questions we are raising. No scientific tests exist to prove these paranormal phenomena we experience are real; there are no definitive conclusions to reach. There are only new experiences, and new ways of thinking.

         People who have been seriously doing this work are the first ones to tell you they can’t say for sure what the paranormal is, and they will never pretend to have any solid answers. I hope you didn’t come to this book looking for me to explain the unexplainable. This book is a conversation between me and my ideas, you and your ideas, and the perspectives of many other experts in the field who have spent years and years developing their own theories.

         This book, too, owes a debt to all the weird and wonderful paranormal researchers whom I’ve worked with throughout my career. Ghost hunting doesn’t happen in a vacuum. It’s working with other people who are equally as passionate about discovering the unknown corners of existence as I am that has truly allowed me to grow as an investigator, and to develop the theories and practices that have led me to where I am today. My hope is you’ll read this, stretch the boundaries of what you think is possible, and reach outside the box the next time you are trying to rationalize something that defies explanation. And, you know, get a little bit scared in the process, because that’s half the fun.

         Thank you for coming on this journey with me. Now let’s get strange.

      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 1

            Ghosts Are People, Too

         

         For Walt Disney, it all started with a mouse. But for me, it all started with a ghost.

         When I was growing up, it was just an accepted part of life that our house in Alameda, California, was haunted. From the moment we moved into our little Craftsman bungalow, it was clear there were ghosts in the house, and my New Agey parents certainly didn’t shy away from that idea. In fact, they encouraged me, my brother, and my two sisters not to be afraid of what we couldn’t explain. We felt spirits in the house, and we talked about them. My mom, especially, talked about seeing a little boy running between rooms. My dad dabbled in supernatural research. To us, it didn’t feel weird at all. Sometimes there are ghosts, the thinking was in our family, and sometimes they’re in our house. It was totally normal to us.

         Totally normal, right?

         Maybe it sounds strange now, but that thinking opened a whole world to me. I was raised to be receptive to the idea that there are things in the universe we can’t easily understand, and I was never told I should be wary of them. This paved a path of weird and wonderful possibilities I never could have imagined as a carefree child of the eighties, playing outside until after dark every night in Northern California.

         So the night I saw a man standing in the window, eight feet above the ground, in a place where there was nowhere to stand, and wearing a kind of clothing I had never seen before, I knew I was seeing a ghost. But I wasn’t scared.

         Since then, there have been many moments in my career as a paranormal investigator when I have been frightened. Sometimes, downright terrified. But not at that moment. At that moment, I saw a man who couldn’t possibly be there. He wasn’t a scary ghost to me. He was a person.

         So I did what any normal kid would do. I ran to get my mom.

         By the time we got back, he was gone. It had just been a flash, for only a moment. But I knew what I’d seen. The man was wearing an old-fashioned green uniform and standing in the window, in clear view, even though that window was eight feet off the ground.

         Alameda, a midsize city in the San Francisco Bay Area, has a long military history. Even now, after the base has closed, it’s still home to the Naval Air Museum. We learned later that our little house had been military housing, and a family who’d lived there had had a son who died serving in World War II. There used to be a wraparound porch where I had seen him standing, which explains why he was visible in a window so high off the ground. When he lived there, he would have been standing on that porch.

         A man who wasn’t there, standing on a porch that wasn’t there.

         You might say my whole life has been a path leading me to professional ghost hunting.

         After that day, my appetite for weird knowledge was insatiable: about the afterlife, about who that ghost might be, about anything pertaining to the supernatural and anything not easily explained. My mom, Debbie, would drop me off at the library, and I would head straight for the ghost section. I read everything I could get my hands on by Hans Holzer, the famed paranormal researcher who investigated the house from The Amityville Horror. I examined and reexamined old photos of mediums in ridiculous situations, like having ectoplasm coming out of their ears. In the eighties there was a huge interest in the unexplained and there were new books coming out faster than I could keep up with them. (Holzer himself wrote more than 120.) I devoured as much as I could, and I accepted it all as fact. Now I have a better understanding of how to determine what is credible when it comes to evidence. Back then, it never occurred to me that any of it was fake, and I loved every word of what I was reading.

         At home, spooky things kept happening. The ghost of a little boy showed up more and more. Once, our neighbors were over for dinner. They had a young son who was about my age, who had fallen asleep on the couch at some point in the evening. His mom kept looking toward the bathroom. “Where’s Alex?” she asked. “I saw him go in there and I thought he’d be out by now.”

         “Alex is asleep on the couch, sweetie,” her husband replied.

         Her face went white. She was sure she had seen her son get up and walk across the room. Positive. But it wasn’t her son she was seeing. It was the boy who had passed away from leukemia years and years ago. At another dinner with that same couple, my dad, Gene, told them about the ghost, and how he would appear often in the house. They were totally skeptical, saying they didn’t believe in ghosts or the supernatural, and that none of it was possible. They said this even though we all knew they had seen the same paranormal activity we had. And then a picture came off the wall, hovered in midair for a moment or two, and crashed to the ground.

         They left and never came back. The woman would come into our yard, but neither she nor her husband ever set foot in our house again.

         I know now that there are many instances when paranormal activity ramps up in a location once people start acknowledging the presence of ghosts, especially in homes with lots of kids, like ours. They know we can see them, or hear them, and they want to make contact, so they try even harder to get our attention. The idea that we could talk to them, or ask them what they wanted to say, wasn’t a theory I had back then. We were just wondering what was going to happen next.

         When I was maybe eight years old, I took a picture of my sister standing on the porch of our house. I thought she was the only person I was photographing. When the film was developed, though, we all saw an image of an elderly woman standing behind her. My mom took it to our photographer neighbor to ask if it was a double exposure or something similar. The neighbor replied that it looked to her like the elderly woman who had lived in the house before we did. Evidently, when her husband would leave, she would stand in that spot and wait for him to come home.

         Was it a spirit photo? I can’t say for sure. It definitely looked that way to me, but whether it was or not, it sparked something in my mind. There are actually people who look for ghosts, I realized. I could look for them, too.

         I didn’t think about it that way at the time, but knowing the stories of the people who lived in our house before we did, and who stayed with us in the house after they died, formed a different perspective about ghost hunting in me. Like many people, I started investigating the paranormal as a hobby. All those hours in the library poring over books eventually turned into a desire to find more ghosts in real life. But for me, it was always important to have a knowledge base—who I might find, why that soul is still there, what this spirit needs to hear or experience to feel like they can move on.

         My dad, seeing an opportunity for both quality time together and for teachable moments, started taking me on paranormal investigations to supposedly haunted locations. We went to places like Fort Ross, the site of a Russian settlement from the early 1800s where the oldest known graves in Sonoma County are located. When I was in high school, he would pique my interest in historic locations in California by telling me there were ghosts there. We’d go with an old tape recorder, a Polaroid camera, and a notebook filled with research notes—a far cry from the ghost hunting equipment we use on the show now—and just sit there, asking questions, using what we knew about the place to inform our EVP sessions. (EVP is short for “electronic voice phenomena,” and it’s what a recorder will pick up that we can’t hear with our own ears. We’ll talk a lot more about this later.)

         I’d spent so much time learning about the paranormal that it was a total rush to put it all into practice. Suddenly, I was doing it myself: using all the things I had heard about research and investigating to try to make contact with the other side. But it wasn’t about trying to be scared—or, at least, not only wanting to be scared. It was about learning who these ghosts were in life and why they were still around now. I was trying to figure out why they were making contact with the living. For my dad, it was about spending time together and simultaneously teaching me about history. It was incredibly effective and so interesting. Those times we had together are some of my best childhood memories. Using haunted history to teach kids about the past is something I tell other parents about all the time, and something I definitely plan on putting into practice if my daughter Charlotte grows up to have an interest in ghosts.

         Eventually, I started taking vacations to do amateur investigations at haunted locations like the Stanley Hotel in Colorado, from The Shining, and the Queen Mary, a notoriously haunted cruise ship that’s now a hotel permanently docked in Los Angeles. It was definitely a thrill to put all my preparation into action, and in the beginning, I really was scared and felt the adrenaline rush of brushes with the unexplained.

         Through those investigations, through finding the people behind the scares, I eventually realized something so simple, but so often overlooked by enthusiasts of the paranormal: Ghosts are people, too. As much as ghost hunting is about the excitement of making contact, it’s also about something else. You’re talking to a person on the other side. A person who was once alive, and a person who is in a position that you could potentially end up in yourself one day.

         They’re not sticking around for the hell of it—okay, maybe that’s a bad choice of words—but they’re certainly not sticking around for the fun of it. (Seriously, does haunting the same three rooms for two hundred years sound like fun to you?) My theory, like many people’s, is that usually they’re still here because they have unfinished business on this plane. Sometimes, it’s because they have things they want to communicate. Sometimes, they don’t even know they’ve passed away and that it’s time to go.

         Those restless spirits want to be heard. They need to be heard. And those of us who are lucky enough to get to talk to them have a responsibility to listen, really listen, and not just try to treat them like an evening’s entertainment. There were so many times on Ghost Hunters when my investigating partner Adam Berry and I would find ghosts who were so clearly in need of help—but because of filming constraints and the format of the show, we’d have to leave before we could do much to aid them. That show was designed around helping people figure out whether they had hauntings in their homes and businesses, not to help the dead with whatever was keeping them on this plane. The more often this happened, the guiltier we felt.

         We once filmed an episode of Ghost Hunters at the Waverly Hills Sanatorium in Kentucky, which is an enormous hospital that once held up to four hundred patients at a time at the height of the tuberculosis epidemic in the early twentieth century. After the TB hospital was closed, Waverly Hills became a long-term care facility for the elderly and mentally ill, which was finally shuttered due to claims of patient neglect. Current owner Tina Mattingly, who purchased the building long afterward, claims that anywhere from 20,000 to 62,000 people have died there in the 120 years Waverly Hills has been around.

         During filming, Adam and I were in the nurses’ wing, which had never been professionally investigated before. For all we knew, we were the first people in that area in decades. At the end of the night, at maybe 2 a.m., we started communicating through a series of knocks with some ghosts we thought were nurses. We made the communication choices clear: Knock once for yes, and twice for no. It was constant—they were answering every question, and their responses were clear and consistent.

         At one point, we asked them, “How many of you are there here? Knock wherever you are in the room.” We heard knocks all around us. Seventeen of them, as though there were seventeen different people trying to reach out to us.

         We asked, “Do you want prayer?” One knock. So we prayed for them. I wouldn’t call myself a really religious person, but if someone is asking me to pray for them, I’m going to. I believe it’s all about energy and intention. As we prayed, it was completely silent all around us. No knocking at all. But as soon as we said “Amen,” the knocks started back up again. It was almost as if they were trying to thank us.

         The knocks kept happening. It seemed like the nurses were so eager to talk, to have someone acknowledge that they were actually there. We finally had to leave for the night, because the camera crew has limits on how long they can work in a day. We felt so bad when we told them we had to go. They clearly didn’t want us to. As we were walking down the hallway, they knocked on the walls all around us, following us as we left the building.

         I was in tears as we were leaving. It was heartbreaking to make contact with ghosts who so desperately wanted to communicate with us. I wanted to hear them, and try to help them, so badly. When I got back to my hotel room, as the sun was coming up, I heard one final knock on the wall above my bed.

         Adam and I had a lot of experiences like this, where we saw a real need for help. There were spirits wanting to communicate messages to the living, or needing to fix a problem tethering them to a location, and yet, we couldn’t resolve things for them. There were many times when we’d hear something say Help me, but we had to walk away because of the kind of show we were on and the constraints of that format. At the time, the common thinking was more about trying to find evidence that ghosts exist, and less about who those ghosts were and what they were saying. That was the public appetite when Ghost Hunters started: People wanted to know what we were finding, and whether it was real. So in the analysis at the end of an episode, we’d present these clear EVPs of people crying, or asking for help, but then no one would try to find out what they were asking for help with.

         This is how the idea for Kindred Spirits materialized: from finding spirits in need and then having to leave them, knowing there was more work to do. It just felt like there was something missing from the conversation about ghosts. Eventually, Adam and I decided we needed to leave Ghost Hunters and find a way to bridge the gap between the living and the dead that addressed the needs of both sides like real people. We wanted to focus on what we could do to help all of them at the same time, and not just find evidence and leave. Ghosts aren’t just for fun to me. They’re people who have needs just like we do.

         Now, through Kindred Spirits, we travel the country looking for people who really need our help. We have gone into the home of a woman who wasn’t using an entire floor of her house because she believed it was haunted by her brother, who had been murdered by their other brother. We have investigated for a terrified mother and son who weren’t using their living space because the son kept seeing a “shadow man.” We’ve gone deep into the woods to try to figure out who was breaking things and scratching people at a family’s cabin.

         To help us get to the bottom of what’s really going on, we often bring in local historians or other paranormal researchers. Chip Coffey is a psychic who once had his own show, Psychic Kids, and has joined us on many Kindred Spirits cases to try to get readings from spirits in the locations we’re investigating.

         “It’s almost like social work for the living and the dead,” Chip said. “It’s attending to the needs of both. When we go in, we’re trying to determine: What are the living experiencing there? And what are the dead experiencing?”

         Do we really help? I’d like to think so. We dig deep into the history of the area, especially the history of the home, to try to find out what could be causing activity. We talk to family members of former residents, and family members of the people experiencing the activity. We’ve found gravestones hidden in backyards and wells in the basements of three-hundred-year-old homes. Creepy? Absolutely. But in all of those instances, even if a spirit has clearly just said that it wants to be left alone, I’ve walked away feeling like I did something to help someone, whether that person is alive or dead.

         “A lot of times, I think they’re just ready to have their full story told, or they’re looking for someone who will actually listen to them, or pay them some attention, or get their story right,” Chip explained. “It’s like we’re asking them what we can do to make their existence better.

         “It’s dealing with bringing some understanding, and hopefully comfort, to the people in the location who are still living, and addressing the needs of the dead,” Chip continued. When it comes to talking to spirits, “I think the word is ‘acknowledgment.’ Maybe they’re imparting information that no one has ever acknowledged from them, or a message they haven’t been able to get across.”

         If there’s one thing I hope you’ll take away from this book, it’s that most ghosts are not frightening. They are not some novelty sideshow act, either. We’re all going to end up the same way in the end, and some of us are probably going to stay behind to finish what we couldn’t in life. Most living people, though, see ghosts as scary. My feeling is that once we learn more about the spirit world, and the people who populate it, we start to humanize ghosts and become less afraid of them. That is exactly what happened to me, and it taught me to handle the paranormal with more respect. It has also brought me down the most unconventional career path I can think of, and taken me into some totally hair-raising situations. I have found myself everywhere from abandoned sanatoriums, to haunted prisons, to shuttered mental hospitals where spirits are, quite literally, coming out of the walls.

         So for now, let’s talk about some crazy good ghost stories.

         
Baby Amy and Baby Ghosts

            When I was very young, maybe three or four, we lived in an apartment building. None of my siblings had been born yet, so it was just my mom, my dad, and me.

            One day, I was playing in the living room and something caught my eye from my room. It was a shadow, peeking out of my bedroom closet. A very distinct little shadow figure, maybe the size of a kid like me, that definitely wanted to play.

            It would peek its head out of the closet, then dart back in again, over and over like it was playing a game. Finally, my curiosity got the better of me, and I decided to go investigate. (You’re shocked. I know.)

            By the time I walked over, it had disappeared.

            I remember that I wasn’t scared, but more puzzled that something that had just been there was now gone.

            Later, I asked my mom about it. She looked shocked for a moment, then glossed over it. It’s the exact same thing I would do now if Charlotte saw a ghost and told me about it. Maybe it’s genetic?




      

   


   
      
         
            Chapter 2

            Ghosts Aren’t Trying to Scare You

         

         It sounds crazy, right? Walking into a place you suspect is haunted—if you don’t have a lot of experience with it—is one of the scariest things you can do. Hell, sometimes it still scares me and I’ve done thousands of investigations at this point. But it really is true. You might feel afraid of what you see and experience (or even what you sense) in a place, but in almost every instance, the ghosts there aren’t trying to frighten you. They are people trying to communicate the best way they know how, using the limited resources they have.

         Over the years, I’ve seen so many instances of spirits who seem scary, who are really just having trouble being heard, and trying their hardest to get through. On Season 1 of Kindred Spirits, we visited a house in Connecticut that had real signs of a menacing presence. The homeowners were seeing looming shadow figures, hearing stomping sounds from the attic, and witnessing things thrown across rooms with no explanation. They felt as though their five-year-old son was being targeted. They had just bought the home and were terrified of what they might have gotten themselves into.

         When Adam and I went to investigate, we couldn’t get much through EVP sessions, so we started going through a list of the home’s previous owners and asking if we were speaking to them. The only thing we got was one word: “Ko-tek.” It turns out he was an early owner of the home, who emigrated from Poland and came to America through Ellis Island, but who never learned to speak English. When we brought in a translator, we could finally have a conversation with Mr. Kotek. Because he didn’t speak the same language as the homeowners, he didn’t understand that the mess and disarray in the home were from the new owners’ renovations. Once he realized what was happening to what he still considered his home, and once it was explained to him in a language he could understand, the spirit of Mr. Kotek no longer came off as gruff and mean. The new owners were taking the kind of care of his house that he had taken himself, and he quieted down.

         Sometimes, though, they are actually trying to scare you, just for a laugh. That happened in the Randolph County Asylum/Infirmary in Winchester, Indiana, which we investigated in Season 4 of Kindred. It turned out the entity growling on the other side of a locked door, shaking it nearly off its hinges, was a carnival worker and sometimes-patient of the hospital named Harry “Peg” Dunn, a good-natured spirit who was just trying to have some fun and spice up an otherwise quiet afterlife. But that’s another story.

         I fully subscribe to the idea that people act in the afterlife the same way they acted in life. If someone was a jerk when he was alive, he’s not necessarily going to stop being a jerk as a ghost. But to me, that’s the vast minority of people. It’s also possible that a person could be doing things that come off as scary, like Mr. Kotek, because that person doesn’t understand what’s happening in his home, or doesn’t like what you’re doing there. I genuinely feel Mr. Kotek was trying to protect his home from what he thought was a threat. More often than not, I think we perceive things we don’t understand as scary because it’s human nature to fear the unknown. It’s easy to assume that a strange noise in your house has bad intent behind it. Unless you were raised in a totally weird home like I was, it’s only natural to have that reaction. Me, I’m like, Let’s go find out what that was.

         People ask me all the time how I can hunt ghosts for a living—by which they mean, How the hell are you putting yourself in these spine-chilling situations all the time? Are you insane? What I tell them is exactly the opposite of what they’re expecting to hear. I don’t find ghosts scary. I find them fascinating. They’re people with stories to tell, and I want to hear them. To me, investigating a haunting is the same feeling as catching up with a friend over a glass of wine. We’re just having a conversation. The difference is that when I’m talking to ghosts, the conversation is slightly more one-sided. Sometimes it takes a lot of questions to get an entity to share even a few words. But then again, I’ve been on dates where it was pretty much the same.

         This fundamental idea that ghosts are, first and foremost, just trying to be heard, gets more complicated when it comes to places where people have experienced truly terrifying things. I’ve seen cases where ghosts genuinely are trying to scare people, or to hurt them. I’ve also investigated situations where the supernatural presence is a positive force, and the people love having the ghosts around. What’s so interesting to me is that these two totally different experiences can be happening to people in the same family, who live together in the same house.

         Believe it or not, that’s the real story behind the home from The Conjuring.

         There is no denying that the Perron family—the one whose experiences formed the basis for The Conjuring—went through an extended haunting in an eighteenth-century farmhouse in Harrisville, Rhode Island. Roger and Carolyn Perron, and their daughters Andrea, Nancy, Christine, Cindy, and April, felt the presence of the supernatural as part of their daily lives for almost ten years, the entire time they lived in that house, from 1970 to 1980.

         That family lived with a lot of different ghosts in a very haunted, not always safe, house. It was investigated five times by paranormal experts Ed and Lorraine Warren (who also famously worked with the house from The Amityville Horror and the haunted doll from Annabelle). When they first arrived to investigate, Andrea Perron said, “They waited until the day before Halloween. Mrs. Warren said they thought the veil would be thinner and they’d have the best chance of seeing a manifestation. My mother looked at her and snickered, and said, ‘Then every day is Halloween in this house.’”

         The Conjuring, though it’s loosely based on Andrea Perron’s memoirs and Lorraine Warren’s own recollections, doesn’t really capture what that family went through. In real life, there was no devil-worshipping spirit possessing the women who lived in the home so they’d murder their kids, no haunted jewelry box, no ghost named Rory hiding in the crawl space. There wasn’t even a crawl space in the actual house. We’ll get more into the truth as we go, but it’s important that you erase everything you think you learned about the Perrons from The Conjuring if we’re going to talk about the family’s actual experiences.

         Andrea has been a friend for a long time, and she’s always said that the movie was nothing like what happened to them in the house, because—get this—what happened to them in the house was “a lot scarier.” Scarier than unseen forces dragging adolescent girls around by their hair.

         Take a second to let that sink in.

         Carolyn Perron, the mother, has refused to come back to the house since she left in 1980, and the family’s youngest daughter, April, passed away in 2017. Roger and the four living sisters came back to the house for the first time as a group for an episode on Season 4 of Kindred, and the family talked a lot about their memories of that period, and the experiences they had in the home. They were all in agreement that terrible, traumatic things had happened to them there. But they were also in agreement that they had a lot of happy supernatural experiences during that time as well.

         Carolyn and the second youngest daughter, Cindy, got the worst of the abuse from the ghosts in that house. In Andrea’s recollection, her mother was injured at least five times, including being impaled through the hip with a garden stake; stabbed with an invisible needle in the leg; and cut across the neck with a hand scythe thrown at her in the barn. Cindy almost drowned when she was held underwater in the bathtub by something unseen, and was nearly suffocated when she was trapped inside an old wooden box that wouldn’t open, even though it didn’t have a lock on it. The same thing happened to Christine in an antique trunk. The girls would get cornered inside closets with no way to get out. They would hear voices all the time, or suddenly go cold, only to turn around and see something otherworldly standing there.

         But at the same time all those harrowing things were happening, the family was also having positive experiences with presences in the house, too. That’s the part of the story that, in their view, was overlooked by both the movie and by the accounts from the Warrens themselves. Many of their brushes with entities in the home—especially Andrea’s, Nancy’s, and Roger’s experiences—were happy ones. “I had plenty of interaction with spirits in that house, but it was always peaceful,” Andrea said. “I felt protected.” She thinks that’s because she kept journals of what she was witnessing there, and was committing those accounts to memory. (I think it’s a pretty solid theory. Remember Peg Dunn? Chip Coffey’s reading of that situation was that Peg was being a prankster so that he’d be remembered and talked about after he’d passed away.)

         “When we first moved in, my mother would walk through that house every single night and kiss all of us good night,” Andrea said. “We all remember a woman who used to come through the house and do the same thing.” She explained that all the girls felt a similar sensation, and that they all assumed it was their mother coming back in after they were asleep for one final check. “Cindy’s the one who said, ‘That wasn’t Mom, because Mom always smells like Ivory Soap and that lady smells like flowers and fruit.’”

         The family also talked about Oliver Richardson, whom they believed was the son of the eighteenth-century family that built the house. Oliver died young, and his spirit played with April when the other sisters were at school. April had kept his existence from the Warrens, Andrea said, because she was fearful if she disclosed his presence, they would somehow force him to leave the house, and she loved him. (We couldn’t verify Oliver’s existence in our research, but that doesn’t mean he wasn’t there. One of the hardest parts of this work is finding records on children from centuries past. Their births and deaths were severely underreported because before modern medicine, their mortality rates were so high.)

         Roger shared his experience with a woman in the house—not the same one, they believe, who would tuck the girls in at night—and his emotional connection with her. He described her as a gentle spirit who would greet him every day by touching him on the back. That’s an experience I can personally validate, because when I was investigating the house for the show, I felt the exact same thing. There was a moment when I felt a hand caress my back, like the comforting touch of a mother. Normally, I hate being touched by ghosts. I hate being touched by any stranger, especially one I can’t see. This instance was the one and only time when I thought, This is actually pleasant.

         Of all the sisters, Cindy wanted to come back the least. She had a really hard time being in that home, even with her family, the cast and crew of the show, and the current homeowners all there together. But on the other hand, when the Perrons sold the house, Nancy was so reluctant to leave that she offered to stay and be the caretaker for the new owners. That’s how much she loved that place.

         During the séance that happened the final time the Warrens investigated the home, Carolyn Perron was thrown across a room while sitting in a chair and knocked unconscious. Still, even she has a somewhat positive view of those years. Carolyn was the one who titled Andrea’s books. “She just crossed her arms and said ‘House of Darkness House of Light. It was both,’” Andrea said.

         “I feel very much at home there and very comfortable in that environment,” she explained. “It’s the only place on earth that has ever felt like my permanent place. Everything else feels temporary. The farm is home.”

         So what really happened there? Honestly, I don’t know.

         The sisters say that they did sense those same spirits when they visited the home with us, and that they were making contact with them, even while Adam and I were there investigating and not finding much ourselves. If you look closely at the episode, you can see a moment where Cindy is shaking her head and mouthing the word “no,” which she said was in response to someone unseen ordering her to go into the cellar, and then into the library. The day after she was at the house, Cindy returned to her home in Georgia. She reported feeling physically ill and found a huge bruise on the back of her leg she had no recollection of getting. Andrea believes Cindy’s physical symptoms were retaliation for not doing what the ghosts had wanted her to do. Cindy has sworn to never go back to the house.

         I don’t have a good explanation for why the spirits that interacted so strongly with that family didn’t appear for us, or for the home’s new owners. Andrea said she got the sense that the ghosts were unsettled by all of the change and commotion in the house and didn’t feel comfortable revealing themselves. My hope is that, over time, each new visit and investigation will reveal new information.

         One thing I can tell you is that I personally had a hard time being in that space. Even though Adam and I didn’t find any evidence of the spirits that the Perrons described, I’m still not convinced the house is completely safe. There’s something in the farmhouse that has an affinity toward children, and it’s not necessarily a nice affinity. We weren’t able to confirm who was there, but we were able to gather that whoever they are, they made themselves known more to children than adults and we don’t know why. Luckily, since it’s practically in my backyard, the farmhouse is one of those places I’ll definitely return to and keep trying to find out.

         What we do know for sure is that Bathsheba Sherman, who has been maligned for decades as a devil worshipper who did unspeakable things to her own child, had nothing to do with that home. In the movie, she was an evil spirit who perpetuated a legacy of murder in the women who lived in the home after she did. In reality, she didn’t even live in that house, and she definitely didn’t murder anyone. There’s no evidence or historical record to indicate she was anything but an ordinary woman who lived a normal life on a nearby homestead. That legend is a product of the investigations of the home by Ed and Lorraine Warren.

         I want to be clear, though, that I respect and admire the Warrens very much. The work they’ve done and the strides they made in making the paranormal more mainstream helped to pave the path that I’m walking today. But the research I’ve done, and the information I’ve seen from the Harrisville Historical Society, have led me to believe they were wrong about Bathsheba. That poor woman has been blamed for nearly fifty years for things she had nothing to do with. She’s been dead for centuries. She can’t defend herself.

         I really don’t know where that information came from, or how any of it happened. But the result of that misinformation was decades of what I believe is historical inaccuracy unintentionally presented as fact, both in the Warrens’ work and (in a highly dramatized version) in The Conjuring, and it has had repercussions in real life. Bathsheba’s gravestone in Harrisville has been stolen and defaced so many times that the Harrisville Historical Society had to permanently remove it from her burial site. And the house, of course, has become the target of so much tourist traffic—often unfriendly—that a former owner sued Warner Bros. Granted, that same person has gone on a personal crusade to disprove the home’s haunted history, even after she spent years on the public record talking about those ghosts. She went as far as to invite Ghost Hunters in for an episode in Season 2 of that show. Did I mention she showed up screaming at us while we were filming our Kindred Spirits episode? Because she definitely did that, too.

         The point of all this is that what happened with Bathsheba is a teachable moment. This is the ultimate example of why good research is so important, and why you have to do your homework and get your history right. The seventies and eighties saw a rash of people like the Warrens (such as Hans Holzer and Sylvia Browne), who were widely renowned for their new perspectives on the paranormal, but who had strictly defined ideas of what “the paranormal” was. I think that, with their unique perspective on the investigation, Ed and Lorraine were looking for someone to take the blame, and provide a clear explanation for what was happening.
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